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The Beginning of Discipline 
VERY army and navy 
% officer should be so 
particular about 
discipline that he 
would not counte- 
nance for a single 
minute any practice 
which threatens to 
undermine it. 
Above all, he 
} 5 should start right 

with the recruits, 
by securing their confidence and respect. 
Manifestly confidence and respect cannot 
be secured if the officers hold out to re- 
cruits alluring promises of easy work, 
steady advancement, pleasant environ- 
ment, etc., which are not fulfilled. Well 
begun discipline is as much half done as 
anything else. Show the recruit at the 
very outset that you are his friend and 
that you are telling him the truth; then 
later, when you order him to mow your 
lawn or black your boots or go forth to be 
shot, he will know that you are doing it 
for his own good. 











If Women Propose 


W OMAN, hereafter, is to do the pro- 
posing, and mere man is simply to 

blush and say ‘‘Yes.’’ There will be no 
*‘Noes,’’ for woman’s intuition will lead 
her never to ask unless sure of an affirma- 
tive response. ‘‘The barbaric and sense- 
less old convention that denies woman 
the right of selection,’’ says Miss Maria 
Thompson Daviess, writer, miniature 
painter, girl farmer and craftsman, ‘‘is 
to be broken down, and triumphantly, 
too, with no sacrifice of the -sacredness 
of womanhood.’’ The marriage license 
bureau in Chicago has shown remarkable 
activity in the past six months, and the 
clerk and ministers alike attribute this to 
the fact that Chicago women have taken 
matters in their own hands and have met 
‘‘Barkis is willin’’’ more than half way. 
But, after all, is there anything new 
in this latest move for the emancipation 





Hasn’t the gentler sex al- 
ways had a rather active part in the pro- 


of woman? 


posing proposition? Social convention 
has put upon man the more difficult part 
of the matter—the opening of the nego- 
tiations. But if His Honor is not greatly 
misinformed, sweethearts have had a way 
all their own of helping to break the ice 
and of keeping the interest from lagging 
until the contract was duly signed and 
sealed. Why not stand pat on the pres- 
ent arrangement? Instead of emancipat- 
ing women, the innovation will place the 
majority of the sex in an extremely em- 
barrassing situation. This new freedom 
is only for a select few, for Miss Daviess 
says that a woman’s pride will make her 
refrain from courtship until she is finan- 
cially independent and self-supporting, 








lest she be put in the position of a men- 
dicant. This would mean that all others, 
however beautiful and accomplished and 
admirably fitted to make men good wives, 
would have to refrain from courting; and 
since, under the new order, man would 
have retired from the courting business, 
the majority of women would be in a posi- 
tion neither to court nor to be courted. 

The proposition involves grave eco- 
nomic changes also. In order to be 
counted in the courting class, women in 
great numbers would enter the industrial 
and commercial field. Already many of 
them have done this for the exactly oppo- 
site purpose—in order to be independent; 
but when there are added to this great 
number those who do so in order to be in 
a position to sue for some man’s hand, 
the whole economic system will be upset, 
women will monopolize all forms of busi- 
ness, and men will be thrust, by tens of 
thousands, into the ranks of the unem- 
ployed. From the dawn of history women 
have had no mean or insignificant part in 
the mating process. Why not let well 
enough alone? 





Benevolent Institutions 


ONE HARDLY knows for whom tp) 

cheer in the new census figures re. 
lating to the number of benevolent ingtj. 
tutions in the different sections of the 
United States. 

In New England there was one instity. 
tion for every 10,000 persons, whic 
proves that New England is the mos 
generous toward her unfortunates. 

In the West and South Central Diyj. 
sion, on the other hand, there is one jp. 
stitution for every 42,000 persons, which 
proves that those parts of the Unite 
States are so healthful and so full of 
economic opportunities that benevolent 
institutions are not needed. 

In the United States as a whole, there 
is one institution for every 17,000 inhab. 
itants, which must be the right number, 
for it has been asserted that the United 
States can be depended upon to do the 
right thing in a matter of this or any 
other sort. 


Brief Decisions 


F YOU did not turn in your income-tax 
returns by March Ist, you can’t claim 
ignorance of the law, for that’s no ex 
cuse. But you might try the new plea, 
**Guilty, but insane.’’ 
O 
*“‘The Earth’s Interior a Region for 
Speculation,’’ is the title of a report is 
sued by the Geological Survey. Well, 
just wait until Congress reads it, and then 
watch what the trust-busters will do. 














It required nothing less than a decision 
from the Supreme Court of the Unite 


bce! 














States to protect the people of this cour 
try from having their homes searchel 
and their papers seized by detective 
without warrant of law. Truly the Cor 
stitution can’t be heard above a whispet 

these days. 
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An Avtomorphosis 


HE WAS once a sweet, romancing slip of maidenhood en- 
trancing; 
Furtive eyes so shyly glancing under eyelids downward cast. 
Dreams of love could then elate her—now she uses an inflator; 
Tender thoughts could animate her—now she scorches hot 
and fast. 


Once so softly sympathetic, so demure and so poetic; 
Now aggressively athletic, tanned with exercise and heat. 
Once devouring verse and fiction, now she’s versed in auto 
diction, 
And her hoot is an affliction to the passers in the street. 


Over hearts she then rode glorious—over bodies now victorious ; 
And her voice is now uproarious that was then so low and 
sweet. 
And the limits of her caring are for car and hub and bearing, 
Skidding, puncturing, repairing, tire and cylinder and seat. 


—A. Leslie. 
From a Sinner’s Diary 


With the peach buds and other promises we have we can 
weather Wilson if any one can. 

We all have our saddle galls. 

My sprained ankle is well unless somebody opposes me. 
never limped much, but I knew how the very first step. 

I know a woman whose shoulder might appear bony at the 
first glimpse if you met her on the street. But you fall right on 
if you feel like it. You'll find it padded with the biggest, soft- 
est heart you ever went anywhere with. She’ll console and 
investigate afterward—if you want her to. If you don’t she’ll 
remember it no more forever. 

There used to be a boy in school who had a short leg and a 
long one. He’d run on the short and swing the long. Were I 
geared like that I could do some good in the world. To see him 
make first base always made everybody good-natured. 

Ma is unanimous that it was Bacon, not Shakespeare. The 
last I hear as I go to sleep, proving it, is that circulation of the 
blood wasn’t even discovered then. When I wake up it is. 

There’s a graveyard on our farm. Theyr’e the best neigh- 
bors we’ve got. 


I’ve 


—Lynette Freemire. 


A COLORED SUPPLEMENT 


His Request 


AFTER rehearsal the manager lined 
the company up and spoke some- 
what vigorously. 

*“*You have all been kicking for 
various things,’’ declared he. ‘‘The 
leading man wanted real food in the 
banquet scene, the comedian demand- 
ed a real automobile for the second 
act, all of you wanted real silks and 
real rhinestones. ’’ 

The actors and actresses admitted 
it tacitly. 

‘‘I have provided all these things 
at great expense.”’ 

There were no denials. 

‘You acknowledge it?’’ persisted 
the manager. 

‘We do.’’ 

“‘Then let me ask for one thing 
in return.’’ 

**What is that?’’ 

“‘Some real acting.”’ 

—Wm, 8. Adkins. 


An Observation 


Full many very trying tasks 
I’m able to recall, 

But having to pretend to be 
In love is worst of all! 


No Place Like Home 


Teacher—When the prodigal son 
returned, Tommy, what did his fa- 
ther do? 

Bright boy—He nearly killed the 
fat calf. 


Steam and hustle are all right, but 
it takes sand to hold on. 
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**Guess we may as well go 
home. He ain’t goin’ t’ 
fall.’’ 
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I SAID, ‘‘I’ll have to quit this thing of using cuss words all 

the time. It is a foolish trick, by jing! and it’s first cousin 
toacrime. It’s like all other habits punk; a man acquires it 
ere he knows, and then hands out his verbal junk, offensive to 
the ears and nose.’’ 

**You’re right, my dear,’’ my wife exclaimed. ‘‘Your line 
of language scares the cat. You cuss all day, and I’ll be 
blamed if I can see the sense in that. Sometimes when visitors 
are here your elocution jolts me hard; it’s painful to the cul- 
tured ear, your shedding language by the yard. I’ll be so glad 

. that I could shout if you will can your brimstone plays. Stick 
, to your vow and cut it out, and I’ll be happy all my days. And 
now,’’ said wife, whose words of gold can but encourage and 
inspire, ‘‘I think the house is getting cold; I wish you’d fix the 

furnace fire.’’ 

I went forthwith, for her dear sake, without a protest or a 
frown; and then I started in to shake about a ton of ashes 
down. If you have round a furnace toiled, you know the task 
is sad and weird; it always leaves me torn and soiled, with 
quarts of clinkers in my beard. I wrestled there till I was 
black—aye, blacker than the ace of spades; I wrestled till I 
broke my back and fractured both my shoulder blades. 

Then I reared up on end and talked for half an hour on 
timely themes; the house on its foundations rocked, and I could 
hear the neighbors’ screams. I used all words which are dis- 
graced, I surely called a spade a spade, until my wife came 
down in haste and hit me with a hand grenade. 

It’s just my luck, so help me, Bob! When I adopt some 
noble plan, I go right up against a job that sets me back where 
I began. Ah, vainly, vainly we desire to wear bright halos 
o’er our brows! The evil genii all conspire to knock the props 
from worthy vows. 

One day I said, ‘‘I fear I’m cross and peevish with the wife 
and boys, and I must seem a total loss where I should be the 
fount of joys. Hereafter I shall smile and sing and be a sun- 
beam in my shack, and to the inmates rapture bring or split my 
coat right up the back. I'll chortle like the katydids’’— Then 
I went home, with beaming smile, to find wife’s aunt, with 
seven kids, had come to visit for a while. Then all the sun- 
shine in my heart gave place to darkness, deep and dense; I 
went outdoors to hide my smart, and kicked ten pickets from 
the fence. , 









































A COUNTER-IRRITANT 


Fred—So you didn't feel the earthquake a few cays ago? 
Ned—No. I was riding in a taxi. 


A Dire Calamity 


HOLDING a glass of clear honey in his right hand, father 
observed impressively, 
*‘It cost the little bees many a weary trip to fill this with 
sweetness from the flowers.’’ 
Little Laura, who had been listening closely, exclaimed 
with great earnestness, 
**Wouldn’t it have been too bad if one of them had dropped 


"? 


the glass! 
The Burden 


‘‘I simply must have a raise,’’ said the bookkeeper. ‘You 
can see how it is, sir. I have too much on my mind.”’ 
**You do need a haircut,’’ said the boss magnanimously. 
‘‘Have it done and charge it to the office.”’ 


An Echo of the Street 


Louise—She says her husband is in clover. 
I always thought it was wheat. 
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Laura—Dear me! 





SPRING 
Not a gentle spring. 











ther 
with 
med 


ped 9 


You 











F) 
> " 
*% 


, oO es 


i ee 
Ses = DAGCY. 














TOO TAME 
Maid—lIt’s no use, ma’am. Since you had her out in the autymobile she’ll not abide her carriage 


The 


Floating 


By DAVID BRAINARD GALLY 


HE floating dairy—rather unusual, 
isn’t it? No, the cow was not fed 
upon seaweed, nor throughout her ances- 
tral tree could you find any reference to 
the bullhead (catfish). 

The ferryboat was plying its way be- 
tween New York and a place called Jer- 
sey. The foreigners (commuters) were 
eagerly devouring their morning papers 
on the way to business, when out of the 
peaceful atmosphere came a heartrending 
lament. A quick glance spread from one 
to another. Where had we heard that 
sound before? It was not a fog horn, but 
with every swish of the North River 
swells, so swelled the appeal. Then came 
the sound of impatient hoofs marking 
time on the lower deck, and louder, ever 
louder, that distressful, long-drawn-out 
M-0-0-0-0-0-0. 

A red-faced farmer looked at his wife 
and whispered something inherear. She 
turned away sheepishly, murmuring audi- 
bly, ‘‘Don’t you go for to do it, John. 
You are liable to soil your Sunday-go-to- 
meetings. ’’ 

By this time the m-o-0-0-0-0-0-os had 
reached a crescendo beyond endurance. 
Papers were pocketed, pipes and ciga- 





rettes became the antidote for commer- 


cialized nerves. 


He was a dapper young fellow, smol:- 


ing a cigarette in 
deep absorption, 
as if juggling the 
stock margins of 
the day in his 
mind; but he mo- 
tioned to a deck- 
hand and reached 
for a fire bucket. 
Together they dis- 
appeared below, 
amid a suppressed 
ery of ‘‘Fire!’”’ 
from the females 
of the species. 
When the lower 
deck was reached, 
there was our 
young broker on 
the driveway, 
rolling up his 
sleeves as though 
for a game of 
golf, cigarette 
still between his 
lips, pail in hand 


Dairy 








—the central figure in a hila- 
rious group. What happened 
while that ferryboat was ply- 
ing its way to the great me- 
tropolis was a touch of real 
human nature. The deed was 
done, the young man handed 
the pail of warm milk to the 
deckhand, saying, ‘‘There’sa 
brand you can’t buy in New 
York for eight cents a quart. 
Have it with your lunch.”’ 
Slipping into his coat, and 
with his cane under his arm, 
he rushed for a taxi and was 
heard to say, ‘“‘Stock Ex- 
change.”’ 

‘“‘I see now,’’ remarked 
the farmer, ‘‘why they call 
those Wall Street men bulls. 
That fellow certainly did 
understand the m-o-0-0-o of a 
cow.”’ 


Dies Hard 


An ancient error still persists. 
Men everywhere one sees 

Who fancy liberty consists 
In taking liberties. 


Poor Human Nature 


Crawford—How do you feel 
when somebody tells you that 


to do a certain thing isn’t proper? 
Crabshaw—Feel just like doing it. 


That fashion writer who said that there 
is much personality shown in woman’s 
dress to-day probably had the slit skirt 
and peek-a-boo waist in mind. 














NATURAL QUERY 


Woman—Two seats please. 


Ticket seller—Yes’um. 


But how about the boy? 
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As it is, 





"VE HAD a perfectly 
lovely day! It is 
worth keeping a diary 
when one has such rip- 
ping times. I’ll have 
to get a secretary and 
dictate to her, for I’m 
so tired when I get 

laced up in my reduction corset for the 

night that I can hardly remember the 
really important events. 

How interesting this will be to read in 
the years to come! Perhaps I may be 
able to make a book out of it. I rose at 
seven for my before-breakfast trot in the 
park, and as the day was a little overcast, 
I wore my heavy black and white plaid 
riding breeches, with the skirt coat and 
black boots. The soft felt hat that goes 
with this is a darling, and the black crop 
gives the whole rig a flair. How the 
men stared! 

I put on the new rose liberty silk neg- 
ligee at breakfast in my room, with the 
pink and gold nightcap. Ah, how sweet 
life seems in clothes like those! Cora 
Daggers actually forced her way up to 
ask me to tea at the Ritz. I suppose she 
fancied she’d find me in cur! papers, with 
a complexion mask on; but I gave her 
some chocolate and put my feet, in the 
new pink velvet mules, on a chair where 
she couldn’t help seeing them. 

She said she just met Billy going out. 
She has as much tact as a giraffe. Fancy 
mentioning one's husband to one at such 
an unearthly hour in the day, especially 

















THE HONEYMOON 
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Her a Day © 


By KATE MASTERSON 
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when she knows that Billy and I don’t 
speak ! 

After she’d gone, I dressed and went 
shopping. Wore the black satin frock 
with the fringed tunic for the first time. 
It’s terribly smart! Impossible to walk 
more than a few stepsin. I ’phoned for 
a victoria. Couldn’t possibly climb into 
ahansom. The velvet hat with the vul- 
ture plumes goes well with this gown, 
and I carried the dull-gold handbag 
and an ermine muff. 

Met Reggie Van Puppe coming out 
of his club and took him along with 
me to pick out some underslips. He 
has such perfect taste. I asked him 
to drop in for tea accidentally. Dag- 4 
gers bores me to extinction unless (| 
there’s a man around. 

Luncheon at the Plaza with the 
Buttyns. It’s a good thing those girls 
are rich and can entertain. They are 
Pittsburgh and no mistake. I thought 
I’d pass away when they ordered soup. 
Soup at luncheon! Poor things! 
And such clothes! 

I wore the Irish crochet robe, with 
my string of smoky pearls and the 
mauve velvet hat. My hair was done 


TRIP 





as it should be, 


very low, with little curls at the ears, 
The sables Billy gave me go so beauti- 
fully with this gown that I had to wear 
them, although I swore I never would. 

A new man came up, and they seemed 
to know him and didn’t introduce us. He 
asked me if I wasn’t Maxine Elliott. I 
told him yes and asked him to come to 
the Ritz for tea. It will make Reggie 
wild. 

Then I took a look in at Julie’s, to see 
how the new duds are coming on, and or- 
dered a couple of hats to go with them. 
She let me have that lace veil I liked for 
sixty dollars. It pays to have these shop 
people like you. I tried on so many hats 
I had just time to dress for tea. Ivory 
white velvet, with ermine bands and gold 










A CITY MAN'S IDEA OF A QUIET MORNING IN THE COUNTRY 
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Circe—It seems that the tango craze is passing. 
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Terpsichore—Of course. Who wants to dance the old thing now? Why, even 


the clergy have decided that there is nothing at all improper about it! 


embroidery. It is an afternoon dress, 
but the back is cut in a low V and there 
is a little tail that you can hook up when 
you tango. 

It is gorgeous 
with the tiger muff 
andhat. That was 

a positive inspira- 
| tion of Julie’s. 

Reggie said lI 
looked like an expensive rug. Cora had 
on one of those impossible things she 
gets: And the same hat she wore yester- 
day. She must be losing her mind. The 
man I met at lunch came in and nodded 
all round, and every one thought some 
one else knew him. I must ask the But- 
tyns who he is. 

He made a bet with Reggie that I was 
Maxine Elliott. They came terribly near 
a quarrel. But I pulled Reggie’s coat 
and reminded him that Billy would hear 
of it, and he quieted down. 









Rushed home to dress for dinner. The 
black net with the jet embroidery fits 
perfectly. I look like a Boldini portrait 
init. I carried a big black fan and wore 
no jeweis—just a jet headdress—linked 
with diamonds. 

It was an awful noisy piece—one of 
those Wagner things. I don’t really 
know what it was. Music tires me so! 
How tired I get of this empty society 
life! Thank goodness, I have four new 
hats coming home to-morrow! 


Living Proof 
Madge—Science teaches us that a man 
becomes what he eats. Do you believe it? 
May—How can you doubt it? There’s 


Harry, for instance. He’s eaten a lob- 
ster every night for years. 


The fashion report of the reappearance 
of the bustle is probably only a false 
alarm to frighten the tango. 


The Wig 


No°w, why did I buy it, I wonder? 
I must have been crazy, I know; 
But the papers are full of the fashion, 
And the saleswoman flattered me so! 
I dread for my husband to see it— 
He’s certain to grumble and scold. 
He used, in the days of our courtship, 
To liken my tresses to gold. 


How Madge and Louisa and Gladys 
And the rest of the women would stare, 
If I should appear in the tango, 
Oh, caramels! out of my hair! 
But I’ll bet they would go in convulsions 
Of jealousy over my rig, 
And I guess, after all, that I’ll wear it 
To spite them, my new purple wig. 
—Minna Irving. 


Settled 


Howard—I hear your daughter is going 
to marry an English nobleman. Is it all 
settled? 

Coward—Yes; every cent she had. 














What Ghosts Are Made Of 


FTER a lot of investigation, a scien- 
tist has found that ghosts are com- 
posed of teleplasma, which, he explains, 
is a substance half 
way between smoke 
and spider webs. 

It may seem bold of 
us, but we must dis- 
pute the scientist. 
The ghosts that we 
have had dealings with 
} came off another coun- 
ter. 

We have met a good many ghosts in 
our time, but we never noticed any smoke 
about them. On the other hand, we have 
often detected the odor of tobacco, and 
some of them were even given to chew- 
ing. However, when accosted by a well- 
muscled ghost, we never stopped to tell 
him that the practice of chewing tobacco 
was now being frowned upon in the best 
society. Instead of that, we always 
dashed off to a haymow without leaving 
our address with the ghost. 

One night we were wandering aroun’ 
alone in a watermelon patch, when a 
ghost stepped out from behind a goose- 
berry bush and cracked a_ blacksnake 
whip around our legs. By the time he 
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TWO OF A KIND 


Exatcing customer—Dummit, waiter, you've brought me an oyster stew with but one oyster in it! 
Exact waiter—But your order was for one oyster stew. 


had got the whip drawn back to use it 
the second time, we were down by the 
cottonwood, rapidly *traveling west by 
south. We did not pause or stay to see 
how much was smoke and how much was 
spider web—our one thought was to leave 
the ghost alone in its pastime of snap- 
ping the blacksnake. 

When there is a ghost around—: and 
especially when it has a blacksnake in its 
hand—we have an almost irresistible de- 
sire to be off. We care not where, just 
so that it is in some secluded nook not 


frequented by teleplasmas. The scientist 
who discovered the ingredients of ghosts 
can go ahead on that theory and associ- 
ate with them all he wants to; but as for 
ourself, we are going to look behind the 
gooseberry bush before we slip through 
the fence and begin crawling toward a 
Rockyford. —Homer Croy. 


Winding the Clock 


When a rooster crowed early in the 
morning, Uncle Ben said to little Bob, 
‘*That’s the kind of an alarm clock we 
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have in the country, 
] | my bey, and we don’t 
Wie | have to wind it up.” 
i / A J Later in the morn- 
Cd ing Bobbie happened 
to see his uncle 
wringing the neck of 
a chicken for dinner. 
Hastening to his 
mother, the little boy 
exclaimed, 
‘*‘Something must 
be wrong with Uncle 
Ben’s alarm clock, 
mamma, because he 
surely is winding it 
up now!’’ 


Her Object 


Mr. Tiff—Will you 
stop harping on the 
same old string? 

Mrs. Tiff—Yes, if 
you give me a few 
notes. 














Dramatic Values 


‘‘Did you see it in 
the newspapers?”’ 
‘Mercy, no! It 
tj. isn’t fit to print!’’ 
MM Z sé y ; 
Upp» Oh, well, in that 








HOLDING COMPANY AND THE PARENT CONCERN 





case it’s up to the 
stage.”’ 
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Muricl—Papa, did Augustus ask you for my hand last night? 


RIFTING in on the tide of 
humanity which swept cease- 
lessly through the revolving 
doors of Wetherbee’s Dry 
Goods and Notions Empori- 
um, an elderly individual, 
shabbily attired in a rusty 
black suit, addressed the 
nearest clerk, industriously refurbishing 
his stock of neckwear. 

“Young man,’’ he directed, a trifle 
brusquely, ‘‘be so good as to tell me the 
location of the hardware counter.’’ 

Roland Rebinson, the neckwear sales- 
man thus ac: sted, evidenced with most 
commendable alacrity his desire and will- 
ingness to serve the venerable visitor. 
Had the old gentleman’s apparel and ap- 
pearance been that of a prince, he could 
not have been more solicitous. It had 
ever been his disposition to be polite and 
attentive. Moreover, he recognized in 
the antiquated personage before him none 
other than Wellington J. Wetherbee him- 
self, owner of the massive establishment 
wherein Roland dispensed variegated 
four-in-hands to frenzied fashion follow- 
ers for a weekly emolument of eleven 
dollars. 

“Most certainly, sir,’’ he replied, with 
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Its Usual Reward 


= By EDWARD A. BARNEY 
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his wonted courtesy and just a hint of 
eagerness, visions of promotion to the 
dazzling heights of floorwalker dancing 
before his eyes. ‘‘Three counters to your 
left; then back to the rear. If you will 
permit me to direct you’’—- 

‘‘Tush, tut! Never mind the directing! 
Just stay behind your counter and wait 
upon that gentleman,’’ broke in his in- 
quirer testily. ‘‘You have made yourself 
quite clear.’’ 

And he stumped away through the full- 
laden labyrinths of counters and shelves, 
until at length he diverted the attention 
being paid a red-covered novel by the 
debonair youth who presided over the 
affairs of the department in question, 
Oliver Spokewell by name. 

‘‘Ahem! Sir, do you have blind fix- 
tures?’’ he demanded. 

‘‘Why, sir,’’ replied Oliver crisply but 
pleasantly, little dreaming the identity 
of the eccentric and somewhat crotchety 


Dad—Why, no. He talked quite sensibly. 


baron of the retail district, ‘‘as to that, 
I don’t suppose any of our fixtures can 
really see, although some of our screws 
have eyes.’’ 

(Here the artist commissioned to do the 
illustrating evolves a mental outline of 
Oliver dejectedly applying for his fare- 
well pay check at the cashier’s cage. 
But stay. ) 

‘‘Well, well!’’ quoth the old gentie- 
man, with twinkling eyes, keenly appre- 
ciative of so ready a rejoinder. ‘‘Young 
man, I’ve been looking for a secretary 
and traveling companion, and I think 
you’ll do. We start next week on a Med- 
iterranean cruise. Call at my office to- 
morrow and we will arrange the neces- 
sary details.’’ 

* . > » * . 

Oliver is to-day junior partner and gen- 
eral manager at Wetherbee’s, and his 
bouncing two-year-old heir, Wellington 
J., is the grandson of the firm’s senior 
member and founder. Roland, the reader 
will be glad to know, is still snugly en- 
sconced in his post at the neckwear 
counter, where his industry and unfailing 
courtesy are highly valued. 

Moral—Politeness pays, if you value a 
steady job. 
























How to Treat a Man 


me HE meek wife—Be his 

> doormat when his feet 
are muddy; and when 
they are once more 
clean, crawl out of the 
way that he may not 
stumble over you. Bear 
his sorrows for him, 
share your joys with him— if he will con- 
descend to partake of them—and other- 
wise discharge the duties of the silent 
partner of the firm. But never ask for 
any of the profits. Accept gratefully the 
moiety which he is pleased to bestow upon 
you, for he owes you nothing. Is it not 
sufficient that he has given you his name 
and the right to cook and scrub for him; 
that he allows you to bask in the warmth 
of his smile when his tummy and con- 
science are untroubled, and to listen awe- 
struck to the thunder of his wrath when 
the lobster pinches? What more could a 
woman ask? 





The coquette—Tease him, tantalize him, 
encourage, rebuff him. Hold up your 
puckered mouth, and when he tries to 
kiss it, slap his face. Take him in your 
aeroplane and lift him into the heavens, 
that he may be able to appreciate hell 
when you drop him. Do not mind if he 
suffers. His misery will end where yours 
begins—-with marriage. Do not marry 
until you are too old and weary to play 
the game. For marriage is the curtain 
that ends the play. 


The average woman—Take care of the 
brute. Feed him, curry him. See that 
his harness is mended and that he is com- 
fortably bedded—or he will not be able to 
work. Teach him to save his money, 
else you will have none to spend. Bea 


wife to him when he happens to need one, 
and a tireless automaton the rest of the 





ALADDIN AND HIS WONDERFUL LAMP 


time. Be judiciously affectionate. He 
will pretend to be mildly bored when you 
want to sit on his lap, but if you leave it 
vacant he will feel justified in subletting 
the place to some other woman. 


The suffragette—Teach him where he 
belongs, which is three paces to your 
rear. If he objects to becoming your 
trainbearer, swat him. 


The man himself—I, of course, have 
ideas ‘as to how I should like to be treated; 
but what is the use of stating them? I 
have had my day. This is the Age of 
Women. Selah. —Terrell Love Holliday. 





HAS 


Mrs. Jackson—Not dat Ah knows ob, Melindy. 
Mrs, Johnsing—Why, dis ar chicken tastes to me jest like cold storage fowl. 
‘. 








There's a Time Limit 


es HILE you were standing in the 

doorway, telling the sweet young 

thing goodnight, did it ever dawn upon 
you’’- — 

“Oh, no! I never stayed that late.’’ 


Bound in Morocco 


‘*Listen to this: ‘The Emperor of Mo- 
rocco includes in his suite thirty Keepers 
of the Imperial Umbrella.’ ”’ 

‘“‘Umph! I'll bet he’s come into con- 
tact with some of the fellows down at 
our office.’’ 


HER DOUBTS 
Mrs. Johnsing (dining out)—Any freight trains been stalled near here lately, Susie ? 


Why ? 
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APROPOS OF THE HIGH COST OF LIVING—WHY NOT CULTIVATE THE WASTE SPACES? 
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Boiling It Down 
‘ eQVHAT'S the fuss over there in that 


corner?”’ 
‘*Lady sending a telegram.’’ 
‘*I know that. But why the facial con- 
tortions?’’ 
‘*She’s trying to tell her husband what 
she thinks of him in ten words.’’ 


The Reform of Roaring Jake: 





or, The Work of an Effective Chaser > 


Circumstances Alter Cases 


Crabshaw—lI thought they were vio- 


lently opposed to the motor car? 


mrs. Crabshaw—Oh, that was before 


they could afford one. 


An ambitious man, like a flood, is ever 


rushing forward. 





Accepting the Inevitable 


««JS SHE growing old gracefully?”’ 
‘“*Yes; she has learned to tango 
tolerably well.’’ 







Terminology 


**She’s the limit!’’ 
‘*Your finish, eh?’’ 
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Willomina Benepole—Y" know, my dear, those fellows are standing there for nothing in the world but to see us come across the sidewalk. 


EE DEAR—-Into this 
world overflowing 
with science you are 
come, and here you 
shall be raised as 
befits your biology. 
Wanton wight you 
may not be; nor shall you ever know in- 
fancy, infant though you are. Baby psy- 
chology has no place in scientific baby- 
land. Perfect physical growth is your 
destiny. Your habitat shall acquire the 
approved sanitary standard, naught else 
being essential. 

Your birthright is modified milk. Never 
shall feeding fail at proper intervals, 
though clocks themselves make faces. 
Your dainty, tiny form, exposed to the 
open, shall grow like the flower or the 
vegetable, while supported in free air 
and cold by day and night. The elements 





will juggle with your physiology till you 
develop sound human machinery of latest 
modern type. 

You are helpless, but you shall not lack 
attention, because your babyship is the 
only example of animal life that cannot 
manifest its wants. 


What you desire 








To a Baby 


By JUDSON M. HINCHTHONE 





you cannot ask for, yet all that science 
in its widsom provides for you you shall 
certainly get. 

Completely handicapped, you are a 
prisoner at the mercy of your !:eepers. 
The little dog or the little cat, the 
chicken, the calf or the colt may follow 
its mother whither it will; but you must 
remain quite passive wherever put. You 
have no power to gratify either gentlest 
inclination or veriest need. You cannot 
leave your cradle. It holds you captive. 

Eugenics has your proper development 
in view, and the real nature in you must 
succumb to it. In your little bed you lie 
whether asleep or awake, your cry un- 
heeded, unheard. To science your voice 
signifies nothing. Science knows better. 
Science knows what is best for you, and 
will give you what is best. That being 
done, nothing more can be done that 





should be done. You have no preroga- 
tive, no personality. Your individuality 
is not worth mentioning. 

Mayhap, though, some day there will 
be a slip, a happening, a change, and 
mother will find you. She will appear to 
her baby. Some day, perhaps, after you 
are fed, she will let you lie in her arms. 
She will hold you to her heart. Then, 
but not till then, will your soul begin to 
grow; for mother will bless you with the 
human touch. That beautiful human 
touch has in it nothing at all scientific, 
but it has something that is—ah! some- 
thins that is of the divine. 


A Song To Suit 


Since colored hair is all the rage, 
The balladists will soon be seen 
Inspiring plaudits on the stage 
With ‘‘Silver Threads among the 
Green.’’ 


Cynical 


‘*Papa, what does the preacher mean 
when he talks about an ‘angelic choir’ ?’’ 

‘‘He means, my dear, the only choir 
that hasn’t any jealousies.’’ 
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Literary Sensations 


VERY GENTLEMAN whose soul 
is exalted by contemplation 
of the good, the beautiful and 
the true must soar to heights 
of simply suffocating happi- 
ness upon reading this 
spring’s publishers’ an- 
nouncements. It is clear that 
numerous authors have at last 

done the little trick of writing rings 
around Shakespeare and making Dickens 
and Thackeray look pitiful. There be 
those who will regret the last item, yet 
who shall say nay to these new and radi- 
ant lights of literature? 

Algernon de Piffle has written a master- 
piece. Percival Prod has shaken the world 
of letters. A new and grander Hugo has 
risen in the person of Saffron de Fylth. 
Lotta May Fal Lal has performed in her 
just-out novel the hitherto impossible. 
We know, on no less an authority than 
that of the gentleman’s publisher, that 
Francklyn Van Ta Ta has crowned our 
day with a riot of passionate perfection 
in his immortal work of fiction, ‘‘The 
Gangrened Tango.’’ 

**The Unmoral Maiden of Mars’”’ is a 
pleasing little felonious fantasy, written 
by a great but anonymous writer, whose 
identity the populace is now going mad 
about. The newest fashion of all is the 
wonderful idea embodied in the publica- 
tion of a perfectly clean book of four 
pages. This is brought out by an anony- 


mous publisher. (We dare him!) 
Fred. Ladd. 











Mold 


NOT TO HIS LIKING 
Broun—Do you like pate de foies gras? 
Grene—No. I hate those racy French plays ! 


| 








In Our Town 


WE CUM mighty 
nigh havin’ sum 
real news to-day. 
Alf. Pitkins wan- 
dered into th’ New 
York Emporium 
about seven-fifty-five 
p. m. last evening 
and bought fifteen 
cents’ wuth of brown 
caramels. Then he 
went around a block 
carelessly, so’st’ 
throw everybody offn 
th’ scent, and then 
hipered off fer Ann 
Sutherd’s as fast as 
his legs could hike. 

She cum t’ th’ 
door in one o’ them 
creepy, clingin’ 
gowns that is calki- 
lated to git a man 
goin’ in about ten minutes, and took Alf 
intew th’ back parlor, which wuz lit low 
with orange-colored lights made out of 
yaller tissue paper. By accident, there 
was a book in one of th’ chairs and a 
work basket in t’other, so Alf had to sit 
down on th’ sofy with Ann—and then fer 
three mortal hours he gist talked about 
hisself and his fine prospects and never 
proposed ner nothin’—becus of which I 
am writin’ this conclusion: 

‘*What doth it profit a pretty girl to 
listen to a non-popping young man with 
hair oil on his hair talk about how much 
money he is a-makin’ when he hain’t 
makin’ none of it fer her?’’ 

—Byron Williams. 


The Junkville Moralist 


**Well,’’ remarked the proprietor of 
the Junkville general store, as he closed 
the cash drawer and resumed his place 
behind the stove, ‘‘the women want to 
vote at the polls to-morrow.’’ 

The moralist twisted a plug of black 
tobacco between his molars and proceeded 
to chew himself into a logical frame of 
mind before replying. 

*‘Cain’t say I approve. ’Tain’t re- 
spectable. Whut’s the world comin’ to, 
anyway? Women at the polls! ”"Twon’t 
be no fitten place for a woman.’’ 

*“Why?”’ 

**Because I’m goin’ to get drunker’n a 
b’iled owl and raise all manner 0’ trou- 


'?? 


ble! 


Smiles That Slip 


Insan—I do wish Marcella would wear 
the smile that won't come off. 

Oudts—Is she unhappy? 

Insan—No; but when I kissed her last 
evening, I got rouge on my lips. 





NO’ ROOM 


Boy—lI th-think you m-might have told me we were go-goin’ to have 


pie! N-now it's too late! 


An Idle Wish 


WISH I were a millionaire, 
Engaged in coupon clipping; 
I wish my prospects all were fair— 
Ah, wouldn’t that be ripping! 
I wish I might be wealthy and 
Could hold some high position; 
But somewhere in this favored land 
A boy, with worms all safely canned, 
Is blithely ‘‘goin’ fishin’.’’ 

I wish I might be rich and great, 
Without a care to fret me; 

I’d like to guide the ship of state, 
If other men would let me. 

But at my desk I toil away, 
Urged by a hard condition; 

And somewhere in this land to-day 

A boy, with worms lured from the clay, 
Is blithely ‘‘goin’ fishin’.”’ 

How futile are the wishes which 
Within my mind are lurking! 

I am not great, I am not rich, 
I have to keep on working. 

I long for wealth and fame; but, oh! 
I cannot keep from wishin’ 

I were the boy who gets the hoe 

And digs the worms he needs to go 


, 


**Down to the crick a-fishin’. 
—S. E. Kiser. 


Would Have Been Embarrassing 


“‘But why did you let him kiss you?” 
‘‘He threatened to scream if I didn’t.” 


A Human Churn 


Brunetta—Mr. Beanbrough seems to be 
sitting out a good many dances this even- 
ing. 

Blondine—Yes; he just told me he is 
drinking cream for his health, and he is 
afraid of tangoing it into butter. 


Give credit where credit is due, but do - 


not let it become overdue. 
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Curbside Comments 


By OREOLA W. HASKELL 
With bugles and with banners, the suffrage cohorts go, 


And I, a watches on the curb, look out for weal or woe, 
And note what word the gaping world in passing may bestow. 
A Change 


By wags with phrases neat, 
4 che all that they could laud, 
To joke about ‘‘big feet.”’ 
But since Chicago women vote, 
A change the reader greets; 
For wags, grown grave at deeds of note, 
Speak now about “‘big feats.”’ 


Ciicaco women once were scored 
Who 


Straws 

HE FACT that ten thousand 
people attended a recent 
suffrage ball in an armory in New 
York City and that during a five 
weeks’ tour through New York 
State a noted suffrage leader % 
addressed ninety meetings and 
raised $20,600 for the cause 
seems to elate the suffrage co- 
horts, as they consider these 
things the proverbial straws that 
show which way the wind blows. 
Thanks are due to the antis for 
the success of the State cam- 
paign, for wherever they had 
preceded the suffragists the lat- 
ter found the people more than 
ready to accept votes-for-women 
doctrine, and wherever the antis 
publicly opposed their more 
radical sisters the advertisement 
given the latter was invaluable 
as an audience drawer. Indeed, 
when a final history of the woman 
movement is written, the antis 
will rank high as efficient aids 

to suffrage propagandists. 


Extract from “‘ The Antiquary ” 
A weekly journal edited and published by real ladies and op- 
posed to female enfranchisement 

Editorial—Anti-suffrage workers ought 
to feel mighty thrills of hope and pride 
as they hurry by the hundreds from the 
shelter of their homes to spread the gos- 
pel of woman’s backwardness across the 
entire United States. East, West, North 
and South are shouting at us—to come 
forward and proclaim our undaunted be- 
lief in woman’s incapacity for coherent 
public thought and work. As one of our 
beloved leaders said at the close of a din- 
her the other day, ‘‘All through the South 





A suggestion : 


the cry is, ‘We are opposed to suffrage. 
Come and teil us why.’ ’’ 

This strikes the keynote of the demand 
for us. These are the people who need 
us, long for us, must be gathered into the 
fold. They are the sensitive souls who 
feel, but cannot think; who talk, but 
cannot reason; who oppose on general 
principles what their emotions urge them 
to reject. It is so touching to think they 
don’t know why! Rush to them, oh, sis- 
ters, and tell them that it is their holy 
prejudices that cry out, their loyalty to 


65 
parcttl opel lic schools, has insisted on pay- 


THE COST OF TEACHING UNCLE SAM THE MEAN- 


ING OF DEMOCRACY 


ancient custom, their shrinking dread to 
come forth from beneath the dusky man- 
tle of Tradition, their deep-seated aver- 
sion to watching the underdog rise that 
constitutes the whyness they blindly feel 
but cannot state. Go forth and do this, 
oh, sisters, hugging the inspiring and 
poetic thought to your bosoms that your 
mission is to the mute and the emotional 
of the earth, while your prosaic oppo- 
nents appea! only to the intellectual and 
the reasonable. 

Miss Edith Scott was the only woman to 
vote at the primary election in Aurora, III. 


Why not stop this vast economic waste by giving women 
at once the full citizenship that belongs to them, thus utilizing the splendid 
power here represented for the solving of our vital national problems. 


Suffrage Snapshots 
By IDA HUSTED HARPER 

THE PROBATION officer of Hoboken, 
New Jersey, reports on his books 

1,860 violators of the law—1,740 male 

and 120 female—a somewhat higher aver- 

age of women than is found throughout 

the country. Would woman suffrage 

double the criminal vote? 


Will those alarmists that saw a reign of 
militant suffrage in Dr. Anna Shaw’s re- 
fusal to make her tax returns please note 

that Mrs. Ella Flagg Young, 
Chicago’s superintendent of pub- 


ing an income tax on her salary, 
although it was exempt? Mrs. 
Flagg is just as strong an ad- 
vocate of suffrage as Miss Shaw, 
so score one on that side. 


ANS : 


Boston’s new mayor has dis- 
missed all the women employes 
from the office, on the ground 
that “‘it is not a fit place for 
women.’’ Probably he knows 
what kind of a place it is going 
to be from now on. 


O 
The churches and the social- 
uplift societies seem to have al- 
most as much trouble in stopping 
the tango as the government does 
in putting an end to the snake 
dances among the Indians. 


Pittsburgh is to have saloons 
exclusively for women, as they 
have been crowded out of the 
others by the men. Promoters 
of the new idea should go to 
New York and inquire at the 
Hotel Vanderbilt, which started out with 
a beautiful ‘‘bar’’ for women, but a month 
later it was closed for lack of patronage 
and reopened as a much needed annex to 
the large and flourishing bar for men. 

‘‘If my mother-in-law comes to heaven, 
I’ll leave,’’ wrote a New Orleans man, 
just before he committed suicide. Doubt- 
less she will speed the parting guest. 

Oo 


**Bustles’? for women are to be the 
fashion this spring. Thanks for the 
prospect of even that much relief to the 
helpless onlookers. 















About Diamond Stars 
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Afollinaris 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS.” 


the safe and 
satisfying drink. 

















FRENCH LICK SPRINGS HOTEL, 
French Lick, Indiana. FOR 
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WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET OF FULL INFORMATION. ARRY McCORMICK, known famil- 


FRENCH LICK SPRINGS HOTEL CO. - - - ~ ~ FRENCH LICK, INDIANA oe ae ee Oe 

because of his impressive size, is now the 
manager of the Chattanooga club of the 
Southern Association, though he gained 


his crown of glory when he played with 




































2 Better Health For You! 
LA FOLL ETTE S Banish all your aches and pains. Send the blood 










tingling and surging thru your veins—kuow the joys 
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MADISON, WisCOsesEN Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., needed after he had made his daily pinch 
Patent Attorneys. Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. wallop, he would don his street outfit and 

















—— then go to the grand-stand, where he 

( HOTEL MARLBOROUGH | would watch the remainder of the con- 
| test seated alongside of his diminutive 

mt Broadway, 36th to 37th St., New York. friend and listen to the youth’s comments | 

This famous hotel has been entirely remodelled and refurnished, up on the game and the players. One day 

to date in every appointment, and can now be compared favorably with the little fellow’s father was knocked 


any hotel in the city. out of the box, and the following day 


It has the most convenient location, being within five minutes from ar eS ‘ . 
the Pennsylvania and N. Y. Central Stations, within a few seconds of McCormick ignominiously struck out when 
the leading theatres and department stores. he was called upon to come to the rescue 





No other hotel on Broadway has such large and beautiful rooms at with a much-needed emergency hit. 
the rates of | Harry put on his ‘‘citizen’s outfit”’ and 
$1.00 Per Day and Up; Rooms with Bath, $1.50 Per Day Up. went round and took his seat near the 

$1 Additional Each Person. little fan. But talk as he might he failed 


A Location Unsurpassed in 


a New York City. Visit Our World Famous Rathskeller. 





to get a response from the youngster, his 
every advance being met with cold disdain. 
a —_ Finally he asked the reason for the un- 


lew py AGENTS] cess mishewinvernont AGENTS! ore ne Rew Ve expected attitude of his chum, and the | 
ain & THE 20th CENTURY WONDER . Pek ae other, unable to contain himself longer, | 


Seteterted in an Honest, deen, ceeite, cronerenating business, Sold on}, r aA) | turned and wrathfully blurted out, ‘‘Go 
uara V . 
World’s magical gift realized by this new invention. The BLACKSTONE . 7AV > P y g 
WATER PoWin vacuous MASSAGE MACHINE for the home. No cost to away from me and don’t ever talk to me | 
operate. Las e-time. Price within reach of all. o competition, New field, Pe. 2) j , > 2 j al 
= oe ps ta mata why 306 aae y. omeves Blastieede, big me he pny he : if | pnnitil till ete do some thing oe 
ny parto © face or body and brings bac ature’s beauty. Endorsed by lead. J i ¢ > 7 € € 3 3 > y 
i octors and masseurs, Listen: Parker, Okla., say Ry orders first day.” 7 iif _* You are almost as rotten as -. 
Pa., writes, “Iam making $19.00 per day.”? Shea, “First order} ; ’ dad!’’ 
third 72, Schermerhorn, Ia., orders elght dozen machines first Pf f ’ 
month, Shaffer, Va., “selling 4 out of & demonstrations.” Vaughn, Wash., 7 _ 
orders one dozen, Four days later wires “Ship 6 dozen by first express,” Spain, } | Pessimistic 
Tenn., started with sample. Orders onedczen, then 2 dozen, next SGozen. Lewis. ; 
Ind., sells 3 machines first hour. Says *‘Best article he ever saw for merit and A 































4 mener-maiine.” Fo oxpertonce mocssary., Territory with protection given free fj The pessimist i 
: n wor : . “8 i 7 j ‘ 
active workers. No ng int own all U. 8 and a sarticle everinvented, Remarks that ‘“*hope’’ 
Rhyme with ‘‘dope’’! . 


Investigate now, today.” 

Postal will do. A big surprise | am 
: i ' ‘ A Sherbet is made tasty and delightful by using Abbott's 
Bitters Sample of bitters by mail, 2 cts. in stamps 
Cc. W. Abbott &.Co., Baltimore, Md. [ ADV.) 


| Is only fit to 
} 
| 
oO. | 
888 Meredith Bldg. TOLEDO, 0. bes! 
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$0, rich whisk 


ofan old vintage. . . . 
Bottled Old fashioned dis. Stories ‘with Smiles 











in Bond pe ae Classifying Him—‘‘Pop,’’ said the son, 
ve on ly. | who had caddied one afternoon at one of 

4 | the golf clubs, ‘‘is a man a pretty good 

golfer if he knocks the ball one hundred 


and twenty-five yards?”’ 
**Just a novice, my son.”’ 
PEBB R **Well, if he knocks a ball one hundred 
and seventy-five yards, is he pretty good?’’ 
; . “*Yes, pretty good, son.’’ 
Old Fafhioned ‘Well, pop, what if he knocks the ball 
. two hundred and fifty yards?’’ 
Quality **Mighty good! He’s mighty good if 
he can do that, my boy.”’ 


“Well, pop, what if he knocks it two 
entuc our on hundred and seventy-five yards?’ 






















































































**He’s awful, awful good, Tommy,’’ re- os : 
plied pop, as he once more fastened his A Health-giving dressing for 
) ” eye on the story of the Indians’ downfall. the scalp. 
‘“‘Well, pop, what if he knocked the 4 
CLEAR SPRING DISTILLING CO., ball three hundred and twenty-five yards Prevents dandruff and falling of 
famil. BOURBON, NELSON COUNTY, KY. —what would he be then?’’ the hair. 
oose,” **Probably a liar, son. Now, you had : 
ws ae better run up and kiss mamma and go to Gets right down to the roots 
of the — —! yor bed.’’—Indianapolis News. and gives just the necessary 
gained y \: VALLEY GEMS DIAMONDS Without the Frills—Her wedded days stimulation needed to keep the 
d with is So bard they easily seratchafieani| Dad not yet run into months, and her am- hair in perfect condition. 
as the will cut glass. Brilliancy guaran: bition was to become a model housekeeper, 
ss. A = te mountings. See the »m be aoreuar” although she was 80 dat ttined and so vee For sale everywhere. 
ber of ite eae Ac | eee, ler ee ee cuit tie is Sik dai ties 
oney re funded if not satisfactory. Write today for free catalog. s oO criticise e butter sen e 1 , 
neal wife Vali can, 773 Wulsin Bldg., Indianapolis by their grocer; therefore, determined to and BGe fer Eriel Sue ° 
rig remedy this fault, she started, brave and " 
ygame @ gis °oDRAWINIG- eager, to discover some of a better quality. Ges Se COMPANY 
> quite ges Cartoon, caricature, andillustrating taught in BOOK form iq So, ‘‘ What is the price of your butter?’’ 17% State Street New York 
seldom OFe§) Principles of our entire correspondence course . over 12> she asked severely of the man whose store 
, illustrations. 76 expressions of — — ban : : 
pinch es today for book "How to Dra I she had briskly entered. 
fit and a sett § ‘‘Butterine, thirty cents; dairy, thirty- 
re he = — = five,’’ rattled off the storekeeper; “‘fancy, 
> f thirty-eight; creamery, forty, and table, 
rae |  forty-five’’ 
native | HOTEL She gasped, gazing blankly at the row 
ments | of tubs, to each of which he had pointed 
e day in turn. 
ocked -EARLINGTON ‘*Haven’t you any plain churned but- 
g day | ter?’’ she inquired helplessly; ‘‘or, I 
“when | | might say, churnery butter?’’ she added, 
rescue 27th Street, West of Broadway || her old spirit reasserting itself.—Wom- 
hit. NEW YORK | an’s Home Companion. 
a Ps | = Father and Son—lIn a little Canadian 
ir the — , | town near Toronto, where the population 
failed | EUROPEAN PLAN is half Scotch, Johnnie Walker runs the — Noverher 12, 1813. 
r, his | — | general store. Hugh Walker, his father, "888 gag mighty ctermy last even- 
sdain. | A Step f Broad || aneccentric old Kiltie, is fond of a wee py Tyg aR 
1e Un- q tep from broadway. — and on age has been —— good On OvenMout His fs company 
° to indulge in a wee drappie tae muckle. enough, anyhow! 
whe i | q Absolutely Fireproof. On one of these occasions he found him- Old O h It R 
nger, g Quiet as a Village at Night self denied admittance to the store, nor vernho ‘ ye 
Go | 4 ‘| could all his pleadings soften Johnnie’s *‘Same for 100 years’ 
to me gq Your Comfort Our Aim Always. heart. It took some time for the situa- has proven good company for five 
yin & . tion to sink into him, but finally con- generations. Its pure, mellow flavor 
1S my | Kies " vinced that his ain kith and kin would and rare bouquet make it the 
Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, have nane o’ him, he turned away with first choice wherever good 
|| one person, $2.50; two people, $3.50. Why || tears in his eyes. whiskey is appreciated. 
i pay more when our service is equalled only “It’s an ootrage!’’ he expostulated, _Aged in charred oak barrels, 
os dam than shaking his fist. ‘‘Ye ken Johnnie Walk- distilled and bottled in bond. 
| : | er! He’s ma ain son, but I’ll show him A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
SINGLE ROOMS, $1.00 | Icome frae a better family than ever he Pittsburgh, Pa. 
| | || came frae !’’—Chicago Inter-Ocean. 
|| - 
a | E. W. WARFIELD, . . Manager | GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
[ADY.] | H} “Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
= ee ——--! 50c. per case of 6 giass stoppered bottles.[Adv.) 
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Bernheim Distilling Co. 
Louisville, Ky. 





5 Days’ FREE Use 


pee | IITA 


A Piedmont —_ 
Southern Red Cedar Chest 

protects furs and woolens from moths, 
mice, dust and damp. 15 days’ free trial. Freight prepaid. 
Useful and beautiful in every home. Ideal Wedding or 
Birthday Gift. Low factory prices Piedmont chest pays for itself in what 
it saves. Write for handsomely illustrated 64-page catalog and book, 
“Story of Red Cedar."* Postpaid, FREE to you. Write TODAY—NOW. 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 72, Statesville, N. C. 














breath—with every move of the abdominal muscles. Al- 

ways holds snug—yet never binds. Stretches—but not out 
of shape. A tongueless buckle that grips and holds. An abso- 
lutely aew idea displacing the old style rigid, uncomfortable belt, 
and giving comfort because it yields to every motion of the body. 
Price, by mall, prepaid one dollar —3 colors, black, brown and gray. 
Send waist measure and color wanted. Extra large sizes — 44 
by 50 -— fer $1.25. Money back If not satisfactory in every way. 


C. HARLOWE CO., 2245 W. Thompson St., Phila., Pa. 














Danda Garter Purses 


WITH YOUR NAME OR INITIALS 
STAMPED IN HEAVY GOLD LEAF 


visit 50c sae: $1.00 


Tan, Gray or Black in Either Leather 
Sent Postpaid to Any Address 
This newest idea in women's wear is de 
signed to provide a safe place for bills, 
jewelry, and other valuable articles with- 



















36-Page out the constant fear of loss by theft or 
Catales thoughtlessness. Worn inside or out- 
Leather side of stocking. Has two pockets, each 
a caught with glove-clasp. One pocket 
Novelties \ is often used for powder chamois. 
It’s FREE! LIVE-WIRE AGENTS WANTED 
Write DANDA MFG. CO. 
To-day! at 84 John Street, New York City 

















A Kemble Cartoon 
From Leslie’s Weekly 





On With the Dance! 


Miss Columbia—Not so fast, Mr. President. You 
are doing the Galop, while I should prefer the Hesita- 
tion for a while. 

Drawn for Leslie's by E. W. KEMBLE 


College Wits 


False Modesty Co-ed— That was a 
pretty speedy fellow that you met last 
night, wasn’t it? 

Ypsi person—Lord, no! 

Co-ed —What do you mean? 

Ypsi person—Why, he would think it 
out of place to kiss the Blarney Stone 
until he had seen it for at least the third 
time.— Michigan Gargoyle. 


What a Blow!—Singer—Why did they 
cancel the magician? 

Dancer—He took the comedienne out 
to supper last night, and now he can’t do 
his coin trick.—Ohio Sun-Dial. 


Not Educated — Zip— What have you 
there in your hand? 

Yip—F ly paper. 

Zip—Quit your kidding! 
can’t read.—Columbia Jester. 

Not at Present—Mr. Platt I. Tude— 
Marriage is a lottery! 

Sir A. Propos—Not with these cobweb 
clothes the women are wearing now.— 
Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern. 


I know they 


Answered—She—Charles, what's a cab- 
aret? 

He—A cabaret is a place that takes the 
rest out of restaurant and puts the din in 
dinner.—Princeton Tiger. 


Close — Star— Is your boarding-house 
manager stingy? 

Ving—Stingy! Why, it breaks his 
heart to feed the furnace! — Stanford 
Chaparral. 


Casually—‘‘Have you spoken to father 
yet?’’ , 

**Certainly; I said ‘Good-evening’ when 
I passed him in the hall.’’—Pennsylvania 
Punch Bowl. 


Satisfied—She—But it’s awfully cold in 
the house. The fire is out. 

He (absently)—Good! We’ll be alone. 
—Cornell Widow. 
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Shay, 7 
Havana Cigars only 25° 


French’s superb Cuban Special. New achievement in cigar 
quality. Filler of leaves too short to use in the manufac. 
ture of our celebrated Juan del Rey brand of clear Havana 
cigars. Both filler and wrapper are purest Cuban grown 
tobacco—thoroughly seasoned leaf. A rich cigar of mellow 
and exquisite tropic flavor—strictly hand-made, 4% in 
long. Agreeably satisfy ing to smokers of costly Havana Cigars. 


Sent prepaid by parcel post direct to you 
By Post Free office or home. Send only 25¢ Gliver en 


stamps and get five of these fine, rich full flavored Havana cigars 
packed in an attractive Spanish Cedar box Send promptly and 
get the benefit of this special, in troductory offer. We are mak- 
ing it fora limited time. solely to introduce these fine Havana 
Cigars. For 10c silver or stamps, we will send a big sample pouch 
of French’s Special Blend, “The Tobacco De Luxe.” Write to-day. 





FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. 32, Statesville, N. C, 


, 
Dr. Hall’s Sexual 
D KNOWLEDGE & 
R. By DR. WINFIELD SCOTT HALL 
Head of Physiology 
N. W. Univ. Medical School 
H Plain Truths of Sex Lifeand 
Eugenics, according to latest 
A Medical Science Researches, 
All About Sex Matters 
L 
L 
5 Ss Only $1.00; postage 10c extra; mailed under plain wrapper. at 
THE INTERNATIONAL BIBLE HOUSE 
























What young women and 
ew ook All men, fathersand mothers, 
eed te Read all othersneed toknow 
(Illustrated; 320 pages) Scientific Sex Facts Hitherto Misunderstood 


16th and Chestnut Streets, Dept. 112-( , Philadelphia, Pa..U. 8.4 








MAKE BIG MONEY) 


BE YOUR OWN BOSS 
You can easily do it with our wonderful new 
invention. Every dime you take in, you make 
8c net profit. The 
DIAMOND POST CARD GUN 
is an unique metal camera— takes official 
size post cards and button photos, 4 sizes 
without the use of films, dry plates or dark 
reom. Just Click the Bulb, and Deliver the 
Picture takes one minute— it's easy 
BIG MONEY awaits you at Beaches, Parks, Fairs 
etc No experience needed. Send for FREE Il- 
lustrated Rooklet at onee. 
International Metal & Ferrotype Company 

2222 BK, West 12th St. Chicago, Ll. 


NEW MODEL WATCH-SHAPED 50 
LAUTOMATIC LIGHTER c 
Most attractive and useful article ever pre- 
A sented. Operated with one hand; gives an 
, instantaneous light. No battery, non-ex- 
plosive; does away with matches. 
Lights your pipe, cigar. cigarette, lamp, gasjet, 
etc. Dandy thing forthe end of your chain. 


AGENTS pyiitiwirne 
Write for wholesale terms and prices 


H. O. Brandt Mfg. Co., 148 Duane St., N. Y. 


lf coming to New York 
hy Pay Excessive Hotel Rates? 
THE CLENDENING 223.,";,202 St New, Yor 


Suites of Parlor, Bedroom, Private Bath for two persons $2.00 
daily. Write for descriptive booklet K with fine map of city. 


FOR » MEN OF BRAINS 


1GARS 


"MADE AT KEY WEST— 


9 Press Cutting Bureau 

willsena you all newspaper ciippings 

: which may appear about you, your 

friends, or any subject on which you may want to be “up 

to date.” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 

in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms 

$5.00 for 100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh 
Avenue, New York. 










































On next week’s front cover of JUDGE 


**The Catcher ”’ 
will go to the bat to the delectation 
of the grand-stand and the bleachers. 
Tickets 10 cents 


All news-stands 
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Mustard 


Passing the 


Signs 

Folks there are who figure weather 
By the signs 

Of the goose bone or the feather 
Or the vines. 

If the atmosphere should quiver, 

They can feel it in their liver, 

And they’re sure to get a shiver 
Up their spines. 


When they see a circle dancing 
Round the moon, 

Or a brace of sun dogs prancing 
Just at noon, 

Or if Venus or the dipper 

Has a fit and turns a flipper, 

Then we’re sure to get a ripper 
Pretty soon. 


When they feel the wintry breezes 
Start to blow, 
They will have a dozen sneezes 
In a row. 
And they’Il say, ‘‘There’s nothing to it; 
I just know I can’t live through it. 
I am going to die; I knew it 
Long ago.”’ 


Gloom and trouble hold the center 
Of the play; 
Optimism doesn’t enter 
In the fray. 
Our calamity forecaster, 
With his almanac as master, 
Dishes up some new disaster 
Every day. 
—S. E. Kiser, in Chicago Record-Herald. 


The Prune Club—‘‘ Why is a pie like a 
silver dollar?’’ asked the thin boarder, 
coming to the table. 

“Because it’s round,’’ ventured the lit- 
tle stenographer, with a titter. 

*‘No, Flossie; you’re wrong.”’ 

**Because it goes so fast,’’ suggested 
the fat man, who was two weeks: behind 
in his board. 

“All wrong. Here it is: Because it is 
composed of four quarters.’’— Yonkers 
Statesman. 


Perhaps—‘‘And what do you propose to 
do now, William?’’ asked his father of 
the son who had just come home after 
graduation at college. 

“Oh,’’ yawned the optimistic young 
man, ‘‘[ think 1’ll go over to New York 
and look for a position at $5,000 per— 
you understand? At $5,000 per.’’ 

*‘Oh, yes,’’ said the old man. ‘‘I un- 
derstand. You mean at $5,000 perhaps.’’ 
—Yonkers Statesman. 


Roguish—Hicks—What kind of a girl 
is she? 

Wicks—Oh, her dream of a good time 
is to sit in the dark, with a muff in Mer 
lap, between two young men, and let the 
young men hold each other’s hands inside 
the muff.— Somerville Journal. 

















Pears’s Soap has never 
offered premiums to 
induce sales. It is, in 
itself, a prize for the 


complexion. 
Established in 1789. 











Every Man Who 


Has a Son 


who can draw has reason to 
feel proud of him. 


Sirs 
Personally Conducted Art Course 


will develop his talent. Send for information. 
Zim’s 
Correspondence School of Cartooning, Comic Art, and Caricature 
Address Box R, Horseheads, N. Y. 
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HOTEL IMPERIAL 


Broadway and 32d Street, New York 


Dancing in the Palm 


Garden 


Daily (except Sunday) 


From 4 to 6.30 P. M. 
and 10 P. M. to 1, 


under the supervision of Mr. G. Hep- 
burn Wilson, M. B., whose assistants 
are present to dance with 


guests upon request. 
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Dashing Stage 
Beauties of the World 





MISS DOTTIE WANG. During a season run at 
the New Amsterdam Theatre, this young woman 
was considered by many to be the most graceful of 
the group of dancers. Asa Bacchante she is said 
to have secured many offers from prominent artists, 
who deem her the most perfect type of the dancing 
spirit of the grape vine. 
Courtesy oj Klaw & Erlanger 


Photographs of the world’s 
90 most beautiful women. 

Kach picture printed in 
colors on heavy enameled paper, 
size 12x16. Plus 4 beautiful art 
prints, making a collection of 24 
subjects in colors and ready for 
framing. All enclosed in a rich 
green Portfolio. 


This collection procured at enor- 
mous cost is an achievement only 
possible to a publishing house in 
touch with the best photographers 
of Europe and America. 


The Edition is limited and will not 
be reprinted. Orders will be filled 
as received until the supply is ex- 
hausted. 


Price $2.00 
Leslie - Judge Co. 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 
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Copyright, Meggendorfer Rlaetter 
Cares of a Mother 


“Mann, du musst im Ministerium jemand haben 
der dir nicht wohl! will.” 

“Wie kommst du darauf?”’ 

“Weil sie dir jedesmal einen verheirateten Assist- 
enten herschizten !" 


Mother (with a houseful of marriage- 
able daughters)—-Hubby, you must have 
some one in the ministerial office who 
does not wish you well. 

Father—Whatever put that into your 
mind? 

Mother— Because they send you a mar- 
ried assistant every time.—Meggendorfer 
Blaetter (Munich). 





Recognized 


Hostess—Mr. Jones! Ofcourse! I had 
quite forgotten your name, but I couldn’t 
forget your face !—Bulletin (Sydney). 


Lady (in small Irish hotel)—Waiter, 
take away that bottle and put some clean 
water in it. 

Waiter 
right; ’tis the bottle that’s dirty.— Punch 
(London). 


Faith, mum, the wather’s all 


SMILES FROM OVERTHESEA 














The Latest Lesson in the Barracks 


Kapral k novackum—Zatraceni chlapi, podivejte 
se na ty civilni husy, jak slapou rovne a vy, mezulani 
ne a ne se to naucit ! 


Corporal of the recruits— Hang you 
men! Just look at these geese here, how 
straight they walk, and you can’t be 
taught !—Humoristicke Listy (Prague). 





An Instrument of Torture 


“J'ai jamais bien compris ce qu’on pouvait trouver 
d’agréabie A cet instrument-la !"” 

‘‘T’ve never understood what one could 
find agreeable in this instrument.’’—Le 
Rire (Paris). 
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Her Method 
She always takes out her puppy, be- 


cause she can look back openly, as if to 
call it, whenever she passes a handsome 
fellow.—Tokyo Puck. 
























Copyright, Lustige Blaetter. 


The Lady of Fashion in Africa 


“Sieh mal, Jumbo, jetzt tragen die Wiessen schon 
unser Nationalkostiim!”’ 


**Look at that, Jumbo! Even the white 
people begin to wear our national cos 
tume.’’— Lustige Bluetter (Berlin). 




















A Champion 


“Alors, tu comprends maintenant pourquoi je t’ai 
battu?” 

“Oui, p’pa, c’est qu’ t’es un poids lourd et mci un 
poids léger !”” 


‘So now do you understand 
licked you?’’ 

“‘Yes, papa. 
‘heavyweight’ and I a ‘lightweight. 
Pele-Mele (Paris). 


why I 


It is because you are ‘a 


>? 


























The Silencer 
Magistrate (to offending motorist)— 
You are fined forty shillings. 
Motorist—All right, old man! 
must take it out of a fiver. 
Magistrate— You are now fined five 
pounds. Anything more to say? 
Motorist—By Jove, sir, no! You’re too 
quick at repartee.— Sketch (London). 


You 
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Make YourSummer Pleasures What They Really Ought to be 


Those precious fleeting moments of a hard earned _ Drivesa rowboat 8 miles an hour—a canoe 12 miles. 
vacation are yours to enjoy to their fullest extent. Built by the largest manufacturers of rowboat motors in 


. h . 4 s the world, Capacity for 1914, 60,000 “Evinrudes”, 
Don’t waste them tugging at a pair of oars. : Don’t waste them Equipped with a built-in reversible magneto (water-proof) 
by taking hours to reach your favorite fishing ground. Turn Starts with one-twelfth turn of the fly wheel; no cranking. 
any rowboat into a motor-boat with an Has been adopted by 12 governments, including U.S. A. 

Weight about fifty pounds; may be carried like a suit case. 
= Ae For sale at Hardware and Sporting 
| ee SS as — 
SETACHABLE —Ss . Goods Dealers everywhere 
ROW-BOAT-MOTOR SS = te , 
and enjoy the pleasures of motor-boating. So simple to oper- ae Py 
ate that women and children are “ Evinruding” everywhere. \ Sen 
Why not get one for your vacation? By special arrangement - 
e have procured as an exclusive “Evi , . 
w Pp c Evinrude” feature, the p Write for 
7 


FAMOUS MAXIM SILENCER a EY the 


and can apply it to either 1913 or 1914 models. The “Evinrude” ; Catalogue 
has always been practically silent in operation, but this addi- 
tion makes it a veritable triumph. No similar 
motor can use the Maxim Silencer. It has 
been added to the already long list of eyclusive 
“Evinrude” features. 
Large illustrated catalogue free upon request 


EVINRUDE MOTOR CO., 279F Street, Milwaukee, Wis. 


BRANCH OFFICES: New York, N. Y. 89 Cortlandt Street 
San Francisco, 423 Market Street Portland, Ore., 106 Fourth Street 
Jacksonville, Fla., Foot of Main Street Boston, 218 State Street 
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919 ft. long, S20 


Cruises to The Eand. of tiie Midnight 


during June, July and as from Hamburg 


Grand Cruise Around the World and through the Panama Cant 


by S. S. CLEVELAND, January 3/, 1915, reaching San Francisco at the opening of the 


Duration 135 Days PANAMA PACIFIC EXPOSITION —“** $900 


Our Tourist Department arranges tours to all parts of the world, furnishes tickets and takes care of all travel detail 
Write for full information 


HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE 


41-45 Broadway, N. Y. 


Philadelphia Boston Baltimore Pittsburgh Chicago 
New Orleans Minneapolis St. Louis Montreal San Francisco 











